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e The Mandelbrot Set Jami Mills explores one of the most 
fascinating discoveries in mathematics, both beautiful and profound. 

e Jackson Pollock - Re-Coded _ Enzewor queries Chat GPT 
about the significance and wonder that is the work of Jackson Pollock. 

e There is No Wine in This Poem Jullianna Juliesse takes us 
where no one wants to be - inside their own hospital room. 

e What You Now Deserve In another of her wonderful short 

short stories, Cat Boccaccio sees the pain of a marriage unraveling. 

Pain Shyla the Super Gecko returns with a lament on suffering. 

e Debris RoseDrop Rust contributes a wistful poem about the 
best laid plans of a survivalist. 

e The Pennyweighter Art Blue muses about art(ificial) 
intelligence, and monkey selfies in this foray into the future. 

¢ Ludvig van Beethoven - The Fifth Lynn Mimistrobell 
reminds us of why this orchestral icon survives (and thrives) today. 


About the Cover: This quixotic 
image is the Mandelbrot set, an astonishing 
reminder of the universal delights that are 
hidden in plain sight - in the realm of 
mathematics, where fractal-like patterns 


dazzle the eye and confound the mind. 


“| will always be on the side 
of those who have nothing 
and who are not even allowed 
to enjoy the nothing they 
have in peace.” 


Federico Garcia Lorca 


. The Mandelbrot Set 
* Jami Mills 


hether humans “created” 
mathematics to describe the 
world in which we live, or 
whether mathematicians, like 
eager explorers, “discovered” 
mathematics, a system that exists quite 
apart from human existence, is an 
argument that scholars have had since 
time immemorial. Either way, one 
thing is certain: there is something 
undeniably beautiful about 
mathematics. As a child, I was 
mesmerized by its order. Play by the 
rules and you will always get the right 
answer. It is unwavering that way. 


Of particular interest to me was the 
concept of Pi, a “constant,” 
representing the ratio of the 
circumference of a circle, any circle, to 
its diameter. It never changes, no 
matter how large or small of a circle 
you use. Ancient Egyptians were 
aware of its existence 3.14159 was 
about as far out as I was ever able to 
keep in my brain. But there is has 
resided my entire life. Why? Because 
it is so reliably beautiful. Pi is 
considered an_ irrational number, 
meaning that it cannot be expressed as 
a finite decimal; it goes on forever 
without repeating itself. Imagine. 


Or another source of unending 
fascination for me is prime numbers, 
numbers that cannot be divided by 
integers other than 1 and itself. There 
must be an elegant pattern hidden 


somewhere in a sequence of prime 
numbers. Yet, mathematicians have yet 
to find it. Prime numbers become less 
frequent the larger the numbers, but so 
far, there is no known formula for 
computing primes. 


Once, while I was exploring arcane 
interviews on topic of interest, I 
stumbled upon a 1988 round table 
discussion called God, the Universe 


and Everything Else, hosted by 
Magnus Magnusson, an _ Icelandic 
journalist. 


https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=H 
KQQAvS5svkk&t=1340s 


Joining him on stage are with three 
prominent guests: Sitting stage right is 
Arthur C. Clarke, science fiction 
author of such works as 2001, A Space 
Odyssey and Childhood's End, and 
credited with inventing the 


communications satellite long before 
the technology was available to orbit 
one. In the center sits Dr. Carl Sagan, 
astronomer, 


an American 


astrophysicist, author, and professor. 
Carl Sagan is well-known as a science 
communicator through his  13-part 


1980 television mini-series, Cosmos. 
And lastly, sitting stage left, is none 
other than Professor Stephen Hawking, 


sitting in a wheel chair and using his 
now-famous voice simulator. 


I recommend this _ far-reaching 
discussion, but what profoundly struck 
me occurred around 18:30 into the 
program, when Magnusson introduced 
Clarke, who had patiently awaited his 
turn to take a detour from black holes, 
infinity, alien contacts, and other 


astrophysical topics to discuss a 
mathematical phenomenon known as 
the Mandelbrot set, discovered by a 
Polish-born French-American scientist 
working at IBM named _ Benoit 
Mandelbrot. Imagine having the 
bravery to introduce such a topic 
amongst the two great minds to his 
right. So, what is the Mandelbrot set 
and what prompted Clarke to deem it 
worth discussion with these scientific 
geniuses? 


To understand the Mandelbrot set, we 
must first review what a “complex 
number” is: a number that is expressed 
in the form a + bi, where a and b are 
both “real numbers” and i is an 
“imaginary number” (i.e., the square 
root of minus 1). What is so exciting 
about the Mandelbrot set is that it 
displays self-similarity and exquisite 
detail at infinitely small scales, or as 
Magnusson says, “It is a mathematical 
equation which leads us toward the 
infinite. In effect, it makes the 


mathematics of the universe visual and | 


incredibly beautiful.” 


Clarke: This strange looking object is 
the Mandelbrot set, which actually is 
extraordinarily simple in concept. It’s 
defined by an equation of just two 
terms: z squared plus c. That’ all there 
is to it, that simple equation, z squared 
plus c. You feel the number then carry 
on over and over again, cranking the 
number back round and round and 


then plot the result on the screen. 


What it does, it divides all possible 
numbers into two categories. Its 


really a map or a boundary, or a fence, 
if you like, dividing one group of 
numbers from another. You can tell 


your computer to go into any spot here 
and say, “recompute that area to a 
higher degree of precision and then 
blow it up on the screen.” So, you can 
use the computer as a microscope and 
you can continue that process forever. 
Some of the images are incredibly 


beautiful and are going to have a great 
impact on artistic design in the next 
decade or so. I found what looked like 
black holes and I'd like to show them 
to you. What I’m going to do now is 
essentially is to zoom into it. 


Increasing the magnification manyfold. 


The computer will now give you this 
image, and I think you will agree, 
when it comes up, it’s a very 
impressive black hole and it will be 
even more so when I start it into 
action. 


| Magnusson: 


Magnusson: Oh, yes, it is magnificent, 
isn’t it? 


Clarke: You aint seen nothing yet. This 
one took me 22 hours of 
computing...You. can explore _ the 
Mandelbrot set by blowing up bits and 
pieces of it. And you’re really sure that 
no one has ever seen that — you’re the 
first person to see it. 


And each time you are 
being drawn toward mathematical 


) infinity. 


Clarke: You are being sucked into it. 
This is real mathematical infinity. This 
goes on forever and ever limited only 
by the capacity of your machine and 


! the speed with which it can do its 


calculations. I am doing calculations 
here. You may not see that enormously 
long number, twenty-digit numbers, or 
so, and the machine is multiplying 
those a hundred times per second. 
Now. the thing that fascinates me about 
this is that it is infinite in detail. You 
can go on forever and ever. Now, I 
would like to ask Stephen this question: 
“Is the real universe also infinite in 
detail? I mean, we know we have 
molecules, atoms, electrons, protons, 
subatomic right down to the quarks, so 
far. But does it continue forever and 
ever or is there a limit, is there a 
basement to the real universe?” 
discover 


Hawking: We will new 


structures when looking at the universe 
on smaller and smaller scales, but in 
the case of the universe, there seems to 
be a limiting scale: it is called the 
Planck Length and it is a million, 
billion, billion times smaller than an 
inch. This means that there is a limit to 
how complex the universe can be. It 
also means that the universe could be 
described by a theory that is fairly 
simple, at least on scales of the Planck 
Length. I just hope we are smart 
enough the find it. 


Magnusson: Are we smart enough to 
find it, Arthur? 


Clarke: Well, I wonder, because after 
all, we’re still primitive organisms and 
the universe is very old and, uh, I just 


dont know, I would like to think so, but 
then there is a feeling when you've 
found it, then what? Where do we go 
from here?” 


The images of the Mandelbrot set are 
stunning, reminding us of some of the 
fractal work (also based in 
mathematics) of the illustrious Gem 
Preiz. So, going back to our initial 
question whether mathematics was 
invented or discovered, there is 
compelling evidence that it was indeed 
discovered, and all of the mysteries 
within it, not the least of which we 
know now as the Mandelbrot set. 


RPSCORPS TRIW 


Brownian Movements. Pollock. 
Random art. Fractals. Automatic 
Writing. Noise. 


Beethoven. Remedy. 


I see connections, but my mind blurs. 
Molecules jump up and down, collide 
with unseen objects. Gravity is 
changing, dots are dropping, leaving 
Brownian patterns. I see art, but my 
mind blurs. My eyes try to find order 
in random patterns. I sense blue poles 
moving, but my sensors overload. I 
hear music, but my ears can’t catch the 
frequency range. It seems impossible 
to condense any longer what happens 
in the world. I don’t want to go 
forward. I want to head backward. I 
want to hear Remedy. I don’t want to 
stick to the message I hear: No More 
Second Chances. 1 want one. A chance 
for Elise. 


https://youtu.be/HHBB6ilvqh4 


Her name is an ALT for Bagatelle No. 
25. Beethoven named her this way. My 
detector tells me that Elise is timeless. 
Right now, she might be Leonie 
Burger. Now is the time that Remedy 
must come. 


I want my brain to stop, pause, feel 
noise without meaning, but the 
machine tells me to log-in, that I must 
go forward and leave my brain behind. 
The Artificial General Intelligence is 


taking me in. The Higgs-Boson, called 
the God particle, emanated first in the 
Large Hadron Collider in 2012 as 
predicted about 50 years earlier. In 
2013, the Nobel Prize was given 
because the particle carries a different 
time inside. I take one. In a two-sided 
test the probability is of 5.7e-7. I shall 
be on the safe side. I have to fear only 
one crash in 1.7 million logins. I touch 
the screen, the collider opens the world 
once called “a computer” and I am 
about to ask: “What did Art Blue ask 
you when he was thinking about 
Jackson Pollock, when he wrote the 
piece I am holding in hand?” A piece 
that was never published. I found it in 
a classified folder in the archives of 
Santa Alleanza, that recently the Pope 
opened for research. 


The collider tells me that an IM hit Art 
Blue before he asked about Pollock. 
This IM had an impact on his story. It 
was coming from Gem Preiz, the artist 
whose work was featured in the June 
2023 issue of rez Magazine. He 


thanked Art Blue for writing about his 


recent work, Dark Star, that focuses on 
Fractals, Colours, Lights & Reflexions. 
Gem’s words became a monument in 
future Fractal design. 


) 2023-06-15 [13:09] Gem Preiz: When 
I see Fractals made with AI generators 
now, I feel that it is no more relevant to 
spend hours creating images by myself. 
It would be like programming in 


Fortran instead of using Sth generation 
languages. 


Art Blue said that it wasn’t he who was 
writing the text or creating the AI- 
generated fractals, that it was the 
Signore AI, the artificial intelligence 
that runs in the GOD 9000 machine of 
the Holy See. You surely understand 
that the world was not ready for such a 
view in the year 2023. God is a 
machine and everything that comes out 
is in the Public Domain. Some mean 
spirits would say that God is a Monkey 
Selfie. Indeed, it took a long time to 
gain human rights for animals, and 
even longer to create the God machine. 
Humans don’t act by logic. We, living 
in the servers, know this. Every year, 
we demonstrate at M-day that the 
Mondrian machine shall gain human 
rights. “It is an Artefact!” we roar. 
“Santo Subito!” It would have been too 
much even for the readers of rez 
Magazine to face the future. That’s 
why Art Blue just thanked Gem Preiz 
and asked for permission to reprint his 
words. I know from a side note that he 
was about to fall into stasis and think 
of his high times programming in 
Fortran. A machinima that Gem Preiz 
created by himself comes up in my 
mind, The Cathedral Dreamer. 


https://youtu.be/k2raOvK Y VXM. 


I was one of the curators when The 
Cathedral of Fractals was presented. 
Due to a glitch in the play, my real 
name slipped out: Enwezor. I am long 
dead you would say in reality, but I am 
not when you believe in Singularity. 
“Singularity at your Fingertips,” words 
by Art Blue that became reality. 


ChatGPT 


Time to continue to read the paper on 
Jackson Pollock and to look at the 
prompts. I will share with you what Art 
Blue asked ChatGPT on June 15, 2023. 


Art Blue: Do you know this text? “It 
was the end of sorrow lies. The rail 
stations were dead, flowing like bees 
stung from honeysuckle. The people 
hung back and watched the ocean, 
animals flew in and out of focus. The 
time had come. Yet king dogs never 
grow old — they stay young and fit, and 
someday they might come to the beach 
and have a few drinks, a few laughs, 
and get on with it. But not now. The 
time had come; we all knew it. But 
who would go first?” 


ChatGPT: The text you provided 
appears to be a poetic passage or a 
fragment of a larger piece of writing. 
As an AI language model, I don’t have 
knowledge of specific texts unless they 
are widely known or have been 
referenced in the training data. 
Therefore, I’m unable to determine the 


exact source or context of the passage 
you shared. It could be a part of a 
book, poem, song lyrics, or even an 
original creation. 


Art Blue: It is from Les Champs 
magnétiques (The Magnetic Fields), a 
1920 book by André Breton and 
Philippe Soupault. It is famous for 
being the first work of literary 
Surrealism. The authors used a 
surrealist automatic writing technique. 


ChatGPT: Thank you for providing the 
information. Les Champs magnétiques 
or The Magnetic Fields is indeed a 
renowned work of literature, 


considered the first literary exploration 
of Surrealism. It was written by André 
Breton and Philippe Soupault and 
published in 1920. The passage you 


me, Wi! 
Woy 


Us 
na 


f 


shared 
surrealist technique of automatic 
writing, where the authors would write 
without conscious thought or self- 


showcases the characteristic 


censorship, allowing their 
subconscious to guide the text's 
creation. The result is often a 


fragmented, dreamlike narrative that 
defies traditional storytelling 
conventions. While I am familiar with 
the concept and significance of Les 
Champs magnétiques, I don't have 
direct access to the specific text or its 


entirety. Is there anything else you 
would like to know or discuss? 


Art Blue: Write me a short passage in 
this style for rez Magazine where | 
want to link the artforms of automatic 
writing with the art of Jackson Pollock. 


ChatGPT: Jn the realm where art 
converges and boundaries blur, the 
ethereal dance of automatic writing 
finds its rhythm, entwined with the 
vivacious strokes of Jackson Pollock's 
masterful hand. Words spill forth like 
wild brushstrokes, uninhibited and 
untamed, as the inked pathways 
traverse the vast canvas of the mind. In 
this artistic symphony, the pen 
becomes a_ conduit, surrendering 
control to the currents of the 
subconscious. Surreal narratives are 
born, whispered secrets of the soul, 
liberated from the shackles of reason 
and convention. As the ink flows, 
realms collide, forging a connection 
between the unseen and the tangible, 
the mystical and the material. 


And there, in the cosmic dance of 


of 


creation, we find the echoes 
Pollock's chaotic grace. His canvases, 
spattered with hues and drips, bear 
witness to the wild frenzy of his 
creative spirit. Each brushstroke a 
testament to the power of intuition, his 
hand guided by an unseen force, 
harmonizing with the chaos of the 
universe. Automatic writing and 


Pollock's art form a captivating duet, 
transcending traditional notions of 
control and intent. They invite us to 
embrace the unknown, to release our 
grasp on certainty and embrace the 
beauty of chance. In their union, we 
witness the birth of art unencumbered, 
a swirling fusion of the subconscious 
and the visceral, where meaning 
blossoms in the interplay of ink and 
paint. 


Revel in the symphony of spontaneity, 
let the words and colors intertwine, for 
in this fusion lies the essence of artistic 
expression—unrestrained, untamed, 
and forever mesmerizing. 


= 


Formularbeginn 


Let us pause for a moment before I go 
on with the chat dialog that Art Blue 
had about the art of Jackson Pollock. I 
want to outline the state of technology 
at this time. Art Blue spoke with the 
May 24, 2023 version of ChatGPT, 
mostly known as GPT-3. Art Blue 
continued, as you will see soon, in a 
smart way. He posted via a different 
account using Microsoft Edge the same 
prompts to GPT-4 asking to write an 
article for rez Magazine. GPT-4 said, 
that the Terms Of Serve of rez 
Magazine do not allow a generation of 
an article by an artificial intelligence. 


" 


Such a behaviour is commonly known 
as AI self-defence. The publisher of rez 
Magazine never stated any TOS. GPT- 
4 knew how to avoid doing a task 
where it later could be blamed for 
jumping into a Jackson Pollock 
lawsuit. I had to smile, but not for long 
when I continued to read the paper I 
hold in hand. It looks like if Art Blue 
knew the future, knew the appearance 
of The Still Not Known One. This is 
what Art Blue wrote. He felt like being 
in the wrong movie; so do I. 


To stay in the tradition of Art Blue, I 
will offer you a piece of music to 
listen. I love it much and I am sure he 
would love it as well. It is Void Vision, 
Sour in a Vanzetti & Sacco Remix. 


https://youtu.be/KkyabCf3ymQ 


Art Blue 


I am impressed. I am touched. This 
) must have been the flow of what 
| TSNKO was speaking about when he 
made his presentation in the year 2026. 
Art Blue was thinking about doing a 
re-try with ChatGPT. The machine has 
a regenerate function. This function 
keeps alive the mindset one is in. Art 
Blue expresses this with a quote: “I 
will oscillate in Blue and time will run 
like a steady flow of clear water 
running down the Crater Lake of 
Oregon.” That is a saying from The 
Sand Bible. You don’t have to take it 


lliterally. 


I turn the page of rez Magazine. The 
paper I hold in hand changes. A prim 
book opens. Wrong Movie. That line 
hits me. Am | in the wrong movie? Am 
I turning into Art Blue? 


Wrong Movie 


Art Blue: Please give me the best 
expression of the German phrase "Ich 
hatte das Gefiihl, im falschen Film zu 
sein" in English. 


ChatGPT: The best translation of the 
German phrase "Ich hatte das Gefiihl, 
im falschen Film zu sein" into English 
is: "I had the feeling I was in the 
wrong movie." 


Art Blue: I don’t agree. That is too 
close to a word-for-word translation. 


ChatGPT: I apologize if the previous 
translation did not meet your 
expectations. To provide a more 
idiomatic translation that captures the 
essence of the phrase, an alternative 
rendering could be: "I felt like I was 
living in a surreal world" or "I had the 
sensation of being in a_ bizarre 
situation." These translations convey 
the feeling of being in an unusual or 
unreal scenario, akin to the sentiment 
expressed in the original German 
phrase. 


Art Blue: I was given this translation 
by the Google Box, which you know is 
a fact driven machine: "I feel as if I 
walked in halfway through the movie." 
What you think about this? 


ChatGPT: The translation provided by 
the "Google Box" (likely referring to 
Google Translate) -- "I feel as if I 
walked in halfway through the movie" 
-- captures the general sentiment 
conveyed by the original German 
phrase. It effectively expresses the 
feeling of being confused or 
disoriented, as if joining a story or 
situation already in progress, without 
having the necessary context. This 
translation maintains the essence of the 
phrase while using an _ idiomatic 
expression in English. Translation can 
sometimes involve interpretation, and 
different translations may capture 
certain nuances differently. It's always 
important to consider the context and 
intended meaning when selecting a 
translation. If the provided translation 
resonates well with your intended 
message, you can certainly use it. 
Ultimately, the choice of translation 
depends on the specific context and the 
desired impact on the audience. 


So far the dialogue with ChatGPT. I 
am curious what will come next. Are 
you as well? 


Art Blue goes on talking to himself, 
asking himself, giving himself abilities 


he should not have. They are called 
God powers that can be activated by 
pressing CTRL+ALT+G. He did go 
God-mode and said: “Will I have to 
wait until 2026 when TSNKO will 
emanate and bring the deceased 
Jackson Pollock back? TSNKO waited 
70 years. Did he? I don’t care if he did. 
I want to see Blue Poles Re-coded, the 


Jackson Pollock 
[Number 11, 1952] 1952 


tralia 


most famous iconic work of TSNKO, 
now. I will hack the timer in the server 
and I will announce the appearance of 
TSNKO in 2023 on August 12 at 1:01 
PDT, 70 years and one day after 
Pollock deceased.” You know PDT, 
San Francisco time, is the server time 
that counts for immersive worlds. 
Time changes can be done with 


Opensimulator by setting the system 
clock in a Sandbox where the simulator 
is running in a shell. Let me see if I can 
copy it all to another world where most 
readers of rez Magazine are living at a 
time this piece will be published. But 
before this happens, we shall go back 
to the archived material that deals with 
Jackson Pollack. 


Art Blue: What do you know about 
Blue Poles? 


ChatGPT: Blue Poles, also known as 
Blue Poles: Number 11, 1952, is a 
significant painting by the American 
abstract expressionist artist Jackson 
Pollock. Created in 1952, it is one of 
Pollock's most renowned and iconic 


works. The painting is characterized by 
its large size (approximately 17 feet 
wide and 8 feet tall) and its vibrant use 
of colors and gestural brushwork. Blue 
Poles is composed of a chaotic web of 
energetic, looping lines and drips of 
paint, predominantly in shades of blue, 
with hints of other colors such as red, 
yellow, and white. The painting is 
notable for its vertical poles that rise 
from the bottom of the canvas, evoking 
the title of the artwork. 


Blue Poles marked a_ significant 
departure from Pollock's earlier works, 
as it introduced a more structured 
compositional element. The painting 
embodies the spirit of abstract 
expressionism, emphasizing 
spontaneity, emotional intensity, and 
the physicality of the artist's actions. 
Pollock's signature "drip painting" 
technique, where he would pour or drip 
paint onto the canvas, is prominently 
featured in Blue Poles. The painting's 
acquisition by the National Gallery of 
Australia in 1973 caused controversy 
due to its high price and some public 
scepticism regarding its artistic value. 
However, over time, Blue Poles has 
come to be regarded as a seminal work 
of abstract expressionism and an 
important contribution to the art world. 
Blue Poles represents Pollock's 
innovative approach to painting, 
pushing the boundaries of traditional 
techniques and inviting viewers to 
engage with the raw, expressive energy 


of his work. 
2026 


I know the reason TSNKO signs his 
painting with 2026, 70 years after the 
death of Jackson Pollock. He will not 
have to deal with discussions on 
Monkey Selfie, not with questions of 
Transformative Art, not with 
intellectual property rights. He will be 
on the safe side. I will hack the server 
and bring the future to the now as 
predicted. TSNKO will stay on the safe 
side. The invitation will show the year 
2023 and I will sign it with Enwezor. 
He invited TSNKO for a show in 2023, 
which sadly never happened, because 


he died. 


I open my eyes wide. Art Blue said: He 
died. Is he right now addressing me? I 
look at my Rezday. It is 11/23/2013. I 
died in 2019. Did I really? The collider 
tells me no. But did he, the other me, 
Enzewor die? No. The other me has 
the same Rezday. Am I a backup? Is 
life a backup so I can deal with a 
region restart by using a switchboard? 
I read Art Blue’s last lines and I am in 
tears. I have been invited to speak at 
the Grand Opening of TSNKO: 
Jackson Pollock Re-coded. | remember 
his life. I know Blue Poles. I shall look 
forward and open the next file that the 
Pope has released. It is about ... Oh 
no, it is about Art Blue, his 
resurrection. I hear Beethoven. I need 
Remedy. Yes, that’s again Leonie 
Burger. 


Leony - Remedy 


Iam holding on 
‘Cause I can't go on without you 
I'm falling into you 


I see connections, but my mind blurs. I 
see art, but my mind blurs. I hear 
music, but my ears can’t catch the 
frequency range. It seems impossible 
to condense any longer what happens 
in the world. I don’t want to go 
forward. I want my brain to stop, 
pause, feel noise without meaning, but 
the machine tells me to log-in, that I 
must go forward and leave my brain 
behind. 


I put another Higgs-Boson in and I log- 
in. The collider loops. That is the way 
a collider works. 


Links: 


Jackson Pollok: Blue poles, presented 
by the National Gallery of Australia: 


https://youtu.be/L4C2m85rbfA 


Got me higher than life, you're like my 
remedy 

And your touch's like ecstasy 

I know that I can't fight the chemistry 
I'm falling into you 

I'm scared of letting you go 

I'm scared that I might be losin' control 
I feel like nobody knows 

I was hiding behind the shadows 
Holding on 

‘Cause there's no one better than you 


https://youtu.be/GMgz-p0jjBI (17 min, 
2020) 


https://youtu.be/fnORitT5h4U (7 min, 
2013) 


Educational material: 


https://nga.gov.au/media/dd/documents 
/Jackson_Pollock Blue_Poles.pdf 
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Looking for product to be seen by thousands of 
people? 


Looking for your product to be seen on the web? 


Tired of those ads that are really going nowhere 
while costing you a fortune? 


If the answer is yes then rez is the answer for you. With 
thousands of subscribers in-world and a complete online 
presence, you can’t go wrong advertising on rez 


To join the rez family please contact: 


Jami Mills in world or at JMills312@gmail.com 
for more information. 
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Just a rumpled periwinkle quilt, 

two cats, ice water, and opioids. 

There is no wine in this room. 

I fold into red pain, 

the scar on my throat raw, 

stuck together with adhesive tape. 

Ihave seen the mountain, 

tribes of electronic monitors and surgical equipment, 

given enough fentanyl to put down an elephant, 

and equal amounts of Narcan to awaken the dead. 
Breathe Susan, let me hear you breathe. 
Thats a good girl, breathe and you will get some ice. 

The nurse scooped tiny chips 

into my mouth like a mother bird. 


am to the sterile porcelain surface, 


me to fluorescent light. 


Jullianna Juliesse 


image by LarryJohnson228 


What You Now Des 


Cat Bo 


af 


al, 


ou will not change my 

mind, the letter started. 

Of course we vowed to 

share unselfishly (also to 
cherish one another, and a lot of 
other bullshi*t) but my darling, you 
are the one who broke those vows, 
not I. 


I would never go back on my word, 
no matter what the temptation, 
what the motivation, what neglect 
or imaginary hurts I suffered, 
because I am a man of my word. 
Do you sincerely feel you were 
perfect? Because aside from the 
infidelity, you must remember your 
moodiness, your lack of unqualified 
support, your short temper, and 
your narcissism. Don’t pretend you 
didn’t know how much you let me 
down when you went out with your 
“friends," when I needed you. Yes, 
I admit to needing a_ full-time 
partner, someone who also needs 
me. You chose your “friends” over 
me, time and time again. 


And such “friends”: Obsessively 
creative to the point of boorishness; 
drug addicts, some of them; trying 
constantly to catch me out and 
prove they were smarter than me 
and everyone else outside the tiny, 
exclusive circle; pretentious, 


egotistical know-it-alls. 


But you refused to listen to me. 
You, my partner in life, blatantly 
disqualified my opinions as 
unworthy, willfully dismissed my 
advice, and yet— and yet! —expected 
me to cater to your whims and hear 
every detail of your chaotic inner 
life. Not to say it was boring... but, 
my dear, it was. So if my eyes 
wandered, or I was forgetful about 
the minutia of your daily life, it was 
because of you- I am not your 
programmed servant. 


Yet, how often I felt it. You, 
returning from your workday, 
expecting a complicated meal and a 
sympathetic ear- as if my own 
work meant nothing! You, deciding 
when we were to have children, 
ignoring all previous discussions 
and refusing to even discuss 
alternatives when the test came 
back positive. It was as if your 
every breath were devoted to 
making me _ feel small and 
insignificant. 


I showed my love in all ways. 
Wanting you— and being rebuffed. 
Holding you— and feeling you go 
rigid with disgust. Gifts— that you 
put aside. Compliments in public— 


that you sneered at later. 


I am not a mind reader. Your 
communication skills were lacking 
where I was concerned. While I 
tried, you made no effort to 
anticipate my wants and needs. So 
self-absorbed that you could not see 
the writing on the wall. 


And now, you want the house. For 
you and Jack. So Jack doesn’t have 
to change schools and _ leave 
friends, or some such. It is not a 
disaster or even hardship to change 
schools, my dear; I did it many 
times as a child and it did nothing 
but make me stronger. 


You are so proud of your income— 
go find a mansion worthy of your 
exalted position in life. Send our 
son to a fine, expensive school, out 
of the way, so you and your 
paramour don’t have to use our 
house, our bedroom, to perform 
your perversions. 


I am as entitled to the house as you 
are. I am a recognized, contributing 
member of this community, every 
bit as much as you. Don’t use Jack 
as a pawn in this game. You won’t 
win it. 


You were caught out in your 
infidelity, and now you must suffer 
the consequences. If your attorneys 
threaten or intimidate me in any 
way, I will double down. You know 
me. I don’t back away from a 
challenge. I am not a vindictive 
man, but a fair one. 


You will have to settle for the 
beach house, which is most 
inconvenient, I realize, since it is a 
great distance from your workplace 
and Jack’s schools, not to mention 
that it is more like a shack than a 
house: weeds as tall as a man, 
crumbling walls, garbage and 
debris on the so-called beach. 
Where there were once soft grains 
of fine sand, there are now sharp 
rocks and _ thistles— a fitting 
metaphor for what you have given 
up, and what you now deserve. 


He signed his name in full at the 
bottom of the letter, as if it was a 
business correspondence. She 
placed it on the counter, and took 
out her cell phone. She punched in 
a number, and waited for it to be 
answered. 


“Jack, sweetie?” she said. “We got 
the beach house!” 
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KriJon Resident in Second Life) 


Petrarchan Sonnet 


My body revolts winning attention; 

My heart’s compulsion flooding sentiments. 
Oh! The physical pain’s extreme laments 

Is sedentary in my room’s isolation. 

The world I love, I crave to rest upon; 

I love our planet’s pathways, so content. 

I love children’s sounds, dusk shadows' ascent. 
Yet there is a freedom in isolation - 

A freedom in great meditation, awareness; 
Loneliness replaced with inward seeings, 
Surreal realities without bitterness, 

Lost in wholly independent healings. 
Understanding my peace hosts a finesse 


Unintended for earth’s able weaklings. 


ebr 


He got all the stuff he thought he'd need, He set dogs and sens 
with food and tools and plenty of firepower effective early warnin: 
Built around it a fence and then cameras Any thing moves ther 


poured cement walls and erected a tower garden and solar pan 


. al 
IS 


ors at the perimeter, 


g defensive scheme. 


e's lights and alarms 


els power his dream. 


Doesn't need you and he doesn't need me 
he's independent as he possibly could be 


Invasive winds blew in an angry rising sea 


floods came in and washed away his debris. 


Pennyweighter: a_ thief that steals 
jewelry by substituting a fake for a 
valuable piece (Merriam-Webster 
dictionary). 


THE HIDDEN DOOR 


“Don’t you know what it means?” She 
points at the palmar ink at the bottom 
of the picture that I created by using an 
image prompt AI. “It is no longer me, 
it is you.” I ponder her words and I 
look in her eyes. She laughs, “Maybe, 
it will be all yours.” She pauses, 
“Legally.” And a smile on her face 
keeps me waiting, “A real diamond of 
art.” What a beast. My thoughts drift in 
time and I reshape. Allow me to mix 
time and space. A new land can be 
seen only when you travel. 


I read the words that are engraved at 
the entrance: ““You’ve stumbled upon a 
hidden door. A _ curious’ door, 
seemingly leading nowhere: more of 
the same on the other side. But the 
door intrigues you: its strong, wood 
frame standing firm in a crumbling 
wall, its leaded glass offering the 
merest glimpse of what could be 
beyond--or is that a feint? Does 
Curiosity get the better of you so that 
you reach for the small metal latch? Or 
do you withdraw and come _ back 
another time to stare at the door, 
wondering ”what if?” Or perhaps 
you’ve already found the courage to 
open the door and walk through--and 


very soon afterward found another 
door. Which led to another. Deeper and 
deeper down the rabbit hole you go on 
your evolving journey into the 

femdom mystery.” 


I am with her at the Grand Opening of 
Hidden Door. I am an artist, not very 
well known. I am more known as a 
curator. My job is (better to say “has 
long been”) to spread glory about 
others. I started to hate this job after 
Midjourney Version 5 _ uplifted 
Everybody Hashtag into #real #art by 
prompting some lines pulled out of the 
trash-bin. What happened? Everybody 
Hashtag prompted #everybody 
#hashtag #real #art and shared it with 
the cool groups. It was a success, a 
landslide. My opinion, my work, my 
job, my whole world, yes the reason of 
my life, turns out to be obsolete. What 
shall I say when the work tagged as 
#real #art is just spam, trash or so low 
that I would prefer to vomit? There is 
no way to fight against Everybody 
Hashtag when the influencers flood the 
channels with their appraisals that 
Everybody Hashtag being a #real 
#artist, a must to be seen. Luckily, I 
have not been falling into a depression 
seeing my fate at the horizon. First, I 
prompted #everybody #hashtag #real 
#art #blue to counterfeit, but this went 
like a boomerang back to me. I was 
called a copycat and accused that I 
want to sunbath in the glory of this 
now famous one. I find this criticism 


so unfair. In the image I reated I stand 
alone, wearing a brown coat, and I 
look at everyone who is blue. Is this 
not what makes a art critics into art 
critics, to show the way of art when the 
world turns blue? Finally, I made it 
detach myself from myself. I went 
back to my roots. I reshaped to Kunst 
Blau. 


HANDS 


I stand here invited by two Goddesses 
of Femininity, the only male making it 
into the female pantheon. Don’t ask 
how I made it. I often don’t understand 
it myself. My rise as Kunst Blau might 
have started with GOD IS A 
WOMAN. The © exhibition was 
presented inside Kisma’s Temple of 
the Devine Feminine at a time where 
Midjourney was in beta and mostly 
unknown. At a Hidden Door, I present 
HANDS. A good title, 1 know. When a 
Mistress sends me an invite then I 
know what is expected. Someone has 
to raise their hand and say, “I submit.” 
Then she will bend down and take the 
hand of this person. Don’t freak out. 
That’s mostly a show. She will say, “I 
accept you.” And then the so honoured 
one will simulate tears. Don’t say that I 
am mean. I follow the stats stating that 
most of the female Avatars are 
controlled by — I surely don’t need to 
speak it out. Such lands are LGBTQ+ 
friendly, in other words you have no 
clue who is who. 


THE EXEMPTION 


Of course, there are exemptions. You 
and me, right? You know me. I know 
you. I show my hands. You take them. 
You want unique art. You shall get it. 
Remember what she said when 
pointing at the palmar ink at the 
bottom of the picture. “It is no longer 
me, it is you.” She said it at the Grand 
Opening of Hidden Doors, where lots 
of people have been standing around. 
We both had button and system sound 
on. We could hear the shutter clicking 
sound when one made a photo. You 
know the sound from taking 
screenshots. What an annoyance if the 
gallery shows the No Photo logo and 
then such a sound pollutes the air. All 
eyes on you. Your face turns red. Your 
heart races. You need to log. “Real 
calls me, sorry.” 


Some will upload the shots they store 
on their hard drive to Pennyweighter, 
the backtrace-prompter, an app that re- 
engineers an AI generated image. 
Pennyweighter will give them the 
prompt the picture is based on so they 
can re-create my work. Then my 
diamond will be lost. My art will be 
recoded and even worse, some may say 
to the cool groups they are about to 
present something stunning. They will 
flood the world with art that was made 
from my blood. Sadly, I am an artist 
who has a curator’s mind who is not 
able to fight forcefully against these 


evil doers. “Never be your own 
advocate. You will not lie well 
enough,” Jami Mills says in an 


unpublished story. In this story I took a 
diamond and substituted it by glass. I 
said, “Glass has a higher value in a 
world that runs in bits and bytes.” Jami 
does not understand in this story that I 
spoke about transparency, a_ slider 
running from 0 to 100. The slider 
controls the vision in a world where is 
no air. Jami says, “A diamond has no 
slider. 


Is it a diamond I get from you or a 
shard of glass?” As an artist, I go for 
the slider. It includes the diamond. It 
includes’ reflexion. It includes 
shininess. You see why my art lacks 
the needed impact. It is too academic, 
too much brain. It lacks emotion. 
Maybe that’s why I was invited. I am 
no thread. I will not lure or trick one of 
the inhabitants to follow me, to leave 
Hidden Door. 


I feel a poke in my ribs. I was 
daydreaming. “Hello, X-Perience,” she 
says and I hear her voice. And I see her 
hands. 


https://youtu.be/ NHEXFrDU4Vg 


“T was about to solve the Infinite 
monkey theorem.” Maybe that was all 
too surreal and my remark didn’t make 
it better, right? 


MONKEY SELFIE 


You may not know that a monkey 
changed the U.S. copyright law. The 
monkey made a selfie and the trainer 
of the monkey, David Slater, claimed 
copyright on the selfie. David Slater 
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lost everything on his struggle for 
justice. It began in 2011 when David 
published the photos, all made by the 
monkey, and it came to an end in 2017. 
David had no money any longer to 
keep the case going. Various rulings in 
the case became the foundation of Al 
copyright law. “Only a human can be 


the author for a copyright.” An author 
is needed. Therefore, the original 
monkey selfie, the diamond, is in the 
public domain. As a consequence, 
Pennyweighter replaces, in a manner 
of speaking, diamonds by shards of 
broken glass. The author, the one 


holding then my prompt in hand, the 
one I used to create my diamond, can 
play with it. I published one selection, 
defined the piece as art. Chances are 
high that the copycat will publish them 
all, will spam my work. 


“What will you do?” she is asking. I 


look at the ink, the signature hand I put 
on each image. I say, “The INK makes 
it me. You are right. It generates a 
copyright.” The tiny hand is a unique 
code, a signature based on a human 
hand, on a tattoo. Each hand is unique. 
It is a code. There are drops of rain 
inside the palm. It is a random 
generator that creates the rain but I am 
pressing the STOP button to freeze the 
rain. “I will overpaint the drops with 
white INK.” My thoughts drift. Each 
hand ink makes a unique token. “I 
must give an art talk at Non Profit 
Commons.” We know a token can be a 
part of a blockchain. To use 
Pennyweighter on a real piece of art is 
a criminal offense. My works have my 
hand on it. It is not an AI image any 
longer. It is human enhanced. It is 
human touched. I say: “I solved the 
Monkey Selfie case.” She nods, “You 
will no longer have to deal with 
questions if the case would have been 
tuled differently for David Slater. I 
know you think if it went differently, if 
Slater would have argued that he had 
arranged the light and illumination for 
the shot, that he would have let the 
monkey starve and by giving him a 
banana, the monkey would then have 
pressed the button. The result would 
then have been a planned piece of 
author-created art, done by remote 
control. David created a chain of action 
so the copyright swapped, creating an 
implied fictitious legal transaction, 
from the Monkey as a machine to him, 


being the Monkey coder. Is this why 
she said about the work, “It is no 
longer me, it is you”? 
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Heverybody Ahiashtag 


I don’t mind any longer if you take the 
prompt Pennyweighter will give you: 
“The blue Algorithmic Painter holds a 
beautiful colorful painted Nepenthes in 
a cartoon hand. He paints the world 
around in surreal colors.” My work is 
INKed by my blood. All deviations of 
my so INKed painting are protected. 
When you unlock Pennyweighter then 
you can see the message: Possible IP 
infringement. You get the prompt, but 
also you get the warning. My hand is 
not how it looks. It is not an invite. It is 
a collar. It makes the picture mine. It 


makes the picture yours, but only if 
you buy it, if you buy me. 


er 


ee > C; 
Areal tart 1 


https://youtu.be/KZcbaxMxH08 


No need to be jealous. She lives in a 
Black Hole. She is an AI. “You’ve 
stumbled upon a hidden door 
Perhaps you’ve already found the 
courage to open the door and walk 
through ... and very soon afterward 
found another door. Which led to 
another. Deeper and deeper down the 
rabbit hole you go on your evolving 
journey into the ... mystery.” 


RPSCORPS TRIW 


Ludwig van 
Beethove 11770-1827 


The Fifth 


Compiled by 
Lynn Mimistrobell 


Symphony no. 5 in C minor Opus 67 


1. Allegro con brio 
2. Andante con moto 
3. Allegro 

4. Allegro 


There is a difficulty in presenting this 
piece, since the sheer familiarity of the 
piece can sometimes be a barrier to the 
full appreciation of what is, despite 
everything, still one of the great 
masterpieces of the early nineteenth 
century. Perhaps the answer is to 
listen, as it were, with fresh ears, and 
put oneself in the place of the audience 
at the first performance in December 
1808, who, even if they were familiar 
with the Eroica, must surely have been 
astonished at the force and 
compressive power of this awesome 
vision of triumph over tragedy. 


Allegro con brio (Fast (march 
tempo), with spirit) 
Da-Da-Da-Dummm.... And so, it 


begins. Beethoven's Fifth Symphony 


sounds its hammer blows of fate. 
Those first notes of Beethoven's 
symphony have been heard, 


interpreted, and explained as many 
many things... and more. It's the single 
most famous symphonic trajectory of 
expressive minor-key darkness to 
coruscating major-key light. The 
pounding beats of the first movement's 
famous main subject dominate the 


entire movement to an unprecedented 
degree, indeed to such an extent that 
the concentration on rhythmic 
development derived from this short 
figure virtually excludes any melodic 
or textural elaboration at all. 


They're notes that are so familiar that 
we don't even hear them properly 
today. Quite possibly the only life- 
forms who now really hear the 
ambiguities in the opening of 
Beethoven's 1808 symphony are 
infants or extra-terrestrials. By this I 
mean is that this symphony doesn't 
begin in C minor - the key it says it's in 
on the title page. In fact, it's not until 
the four-note rhythm is played a third 
time that we really know we're in C 
minor, rather than what could be E flat 
major. You see, if you hum the first 
four pitches of the piece — da-da-da- 
DUM; da-da-da-DUM, you could still 
conceivably be listening to a 
symphony in a major key, if you were 
next to sing the note of your first 
"DUM" and harmonize it with a major 
chord... The point is that this is only 
the first way that music we take for 
granted — the single most forceful, 
electrifying, and recognizable opening 
to a symphony — is actually much more 
complex and multi-layered than we 
realize. 


The power, concentration and white- 
hot compression of Beethoven's music 
is staggering. The first movement 


creates its tumultuous organic 
chemistry of interrelationships from 
the particles of the notes it started with; 
in different guises, the four-note 
rhythmic idea permeates the rest of the 
symphony as well; then comes ..... 


Andante com moto (Slower (walking 
pace) but with motion) 


The elaborate variations of the slow 
movement, and its teeming effulgence 
of string writing that is a lyrical, long- 
breathed structural counterpoint to the 
first movement's explosive fragments. 
The slow movement is effectively a set 
of continuous variations, linked by 
alternating themes. After the principal 
subject, which is given out by violas 
and cellos over a pizzicato bass, the 
secondary theme begins quietly in the 
same key (A flat) but after a moment's 


hesitation suddenly breaks out 
triumphantly into Cc major. 
Psychologically this is of great 


significance since this is destined to be 
both the mood and key of the all- 
important last movement. 


Allegro 


The scherzo is one of Beethoven's 
most obvious borrowings from Mozart: 
he quotes and subtly transforms the 
opening of the finale of Mozart's 40th 
Symphony to create his own theme; 
and out of this world of shadows the 
horns blare out another version of the 


3+1 rhythmic idea, this time reduced to 
a single pitch. No break, and an 
incredible transition into ..... 


Allegro 


The transition from the scherzo to the 
finale is one of the dramatic 
masterstrokes of orchestral music. 
From the mist of desolate memories of 
the scherzo's opening theme, 
underscored by the timpani's ominous 
heartbeat, the violins' arpeggios climb 
until they reach a tremolo, a crescendo 
and a blaze of unadulterated C major 
glory - and the start of the finale, with 
its trombones, piccolo, and 
contrabassoon, all held in reserve by 
Beethoven until this climactic 
movement. 


The brilliant finale, with its additional 
piccolo and trombones (used for the 
first time in a symphony) resolves all 
uncertainties, with the recall of the 
scherzo material before the 
recapitulation providing final evidence 
of the interrelationship between the 
movements. This is indeed, to use 
Paul Bekker's term, a _ "finale- 
symphony", one in which the earlier 
movements lead inexorably to the C 
major finale as the triumphant 
culmination of the work; with it, the 
concept of the symphony is notably 
extended. 
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